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In a most nonchalant and casual way, some sailors came
on deck carrying bags marked "His Majesty's Mails/'
These they handed over the bulwarks and the ends of
the tongs skilfully seized the canvas.

"Plague/1 curtly explained the Captain.

Only a few hours did we stay in this unattractive
harbour ere we went on our way to Abudjer. It was
scattered and white-washed and rock-bound, and above
all immensely hot. Persian ports seemed very much
alike on the whole. Dielem, however, lay completely
out of sight behind a flat muddy beach. Lighters arrived
from nowhere in particular and allowed the Islamic's
derricks to place cargo bales in their holds; then we
moved on again. The next harbour, Jesiret, was no
longer in Persia but in Arabia. Had our ship not been
a tramp, and had she not been specially bidden to
stop there for news, the Captain would never have
halted at this forsaken town. All the sparse mails for
its marooned European residents must be carried by
occasional callers.

As tar as I could make out we anchored opposite an
island fringed with the most depressing tidal flats, and
despite all the waste of time we did not even have the
satisfaction of getting in any letters. Orders were
bawled down into the engine room and whistling steam
told that we were steering as fast as possible away
from the wretched spot. Unfortunately the ship could
only move with such painful slowness that she had
to enter the dry dock immediately after her return to
Bombay.